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Not much he wouldn't!   Not Rider Joe, What 'ad 'unt 'is pack, thaw, frost, and snow, For a matter of thirty seasons good, From the sea on the west to Rackham Wood."
"'Ush!" says the Gaffer.   "Talk of old Nick, And you'll see 'Is 'Ighness's 'oof pretty quick."
A carriage drives in through the Union gate. The door swings wide, and in pomp and state The Squire steps in on the formal round Which he yearly makes as in duty bound.
The beadles bow in adoration.
The paupers vie in emulation
Which shall assume the lowliest guise
In the mighty lord of the manor's eyes*
All save one, old Rider Joe,
Who sits at his skilly, sipping slow,
Sits and never a favour begs,
Stiff in the back and bowed in the legs.
The Squire looks round in his jovial way, And, " Who is this, Friend Beadle, pray ? "Has he rheumatics, that he sits? Or is it lumbago, ague, or fits? Joseph Rider ?   Who was he ? What ?   Hunted the Harley Pack ?   Let me see. Have I heard of him ?   Not that I know. He must have been huntsman long ago, Under old Venn.   You'll be glad to hear The pack run better than ever this year.